Chapter XIX
THE BRITISH SOLDIER
I COULD not dose these "Memoirs" without a tribute to the
British soldier. I think I can claim to have known him better
than most Commanders have, I have played and worked
with him for the last forty-seven years, in peace and in war,
There is no one else like him. There is nothing comparable
to the trust of the British soldier if one can attain it. It has
been my goal in life, ever since I joined at Aden in January,
1892, to win this trust and confidence.
In my early days, especially, and throughout my service, I
have been very poor and I could never afford the more ex-
pensive luxuries of hunting, polo, etc., so I confined my activi-
ties to games. Others have often tried to impress on me how
much I have missed. I regret nothing. Had I devoted my
time to more expensive forms of sport for my own enjoyment,
I should never have been able to go into retirement with the
knowledge that I held the trust and affection of the British
soldier to the end. It was a priceless asset and always will
be. Ever since those early days at Aden and Manchester, I
developed a great friendship with the British soldier, and all
the years I was in the regiment I ran, or supervised, the regi-
mental games and sports; and how well do I remember all
the training for the Army cup.
In my happy days as Adjutant I made many good friends; I
often meet men who remind me of those days; one in particular
comes to my mind, A draft for India was being prepared at
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